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extorting a confession. There stood the catalogue in-
exorably impartial, the bad actions in a schedule painfully
large, the few good actions veined with personal motives
which spoilt the best of them. In the way of work there
was nothing to be shown but certain books and other
writings, and these were spread out to be tested. A fluid
was poured on the pages, the effect of which was to obliter-
ate entirely every untrue proposition, and to make every
partially true proposition grow faint in proportion to the
false element which entered into it. Alas! chapter after
chapter vanished away, leaving the paper clean as if no
compositor had ever laboured in setting type for it. Pale and
illegible became the fine-sounding paragraphs on which I
had secretly prided myself. A few passages, however,
survived here and there at long intervals. They were those
on which I had laboured least and had almost forgotten, or
those, as I observed in one or two instances, which had been
selected for special reprobation in the weekly journals.
Something stood to my credit, and the worst charge of
wilfully and intentionally setting down what I did not
believe to be true was not alleged against me. Ignorance,
prejudice, carelessness; sins of infirmity—culpable indeed,
but not culpable in the last degrees the water in the
ink, the commonplaces, the ineffectual sentiments, these,
to my unspeakable comfort, I perceived were my heaviest
crimes. Had I been accused of absolute worthlessness,
I should have pleaded guilty in the state of humiliation to
which I was reduced; but things were better than they
might have been. I was flattering myself that when it came
to the wages question, the balance would be in my favour:
so many years of labour—such and such cheques received
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